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ON THE DEATH OF 


GEORGE MONCK, 


General of His MA JE S'T Y's Forces, 


Duke oft ALBEMARLE, «c 


( As it was Preſented to the Late, and Moſt Deſerving DUKE Hi# SON.) 


Having appear'd about the ſame time an Extraordinary ST AR R. 


Anthy Starrs, Heaven!think thy MON CK ere meant 
To ſeek for blazing from thy Firmament ? 
Ambitious Snuffs ! He needs not them to tell 

He Great was , his own Mettal ſounds that knell, 

Ahlong-tayl'd walking Wiſps above ! ye ſhow 

But by your roo much Moon, all's Night below - 

T hat Flame I doubted was the Rumsp on fire 

(Some Jubile klaze)in th' Air, t light Him higher : 

W hen Heavens Chriſtmaſs Candle's head was light, 

Much did I fear Great GEORGE's onely height 

Could reach ſuch rage, I knew too well hee'd fall , 

W hen Gods turn'd Link-boys for ſome Funerall. 


Dire Death ! before thou ne're could'ſt tyrannize, 
With Rim lies more than in the Earth*gain lies : 
England the worſt is paſt, the Beſt is gone z 
Hereafter thou wilt (carce know how to moan : 
The Plague's a ſcab to this , his Pile brings more 
Ruine to th' City , than the Fire before, 


Brave Metempſuceſis of GEORGE long paſt, 
Thou bur aſcend'ſt to tell us what wee'd loſt 

Before thy Birth again z and that no more 

Such Gallantry of Soul has CHARLES inflore- 
We need not dread more lightning inour Skyes, 

Fove can bur All have for a Sacrifice, 


Thrice conſtant Spirit , thou 'rt too Loyal grown ; 
(Since Ceſar's loſs but Thou with joy could'ſt crown) 
All-pale and dying Him why leav*dſt > did'ſt fear 
Rebellion once more in the Hemiſphere ? 

No fire-nos'd Yelcan do's in Heaven fit, 

Thou did'ſt not hope a Traytor there to meet : 

A lower Otb for their High-treaſon's meant , 

W hich is as black as are the Harb'rers in't, 


Farewell our Magazeen, we'rerobbd; in vain 

"x plund'red Troups nowcry, Cal/ GEORGE agan, 
Hell upon Earth, or Hell upon Hell! ſee 

All's double-grim | there's nota Century 
Burt's dy Aagain; their former Mowrning may 

Bur be th' Lyning to another to day : 

Al Black-Guards now are | Lo! they gerewerebred 

To fly their Colours , though their General's dead. 


Dead; (as I live) yet livein ſpite of Fate 
He ſurely muſt , that could our King create: 
Gods cannot die, and He could be noleſs, 
Who was th' Guardian to ſuch Sacredneſs, 


Dead ! thac I were but cloyſt'red in his Tomb, 

That he hadliv'd, and I enjoy'd his Home : 

Elſe, fince ſo Great and Good can havea Pit, 

I wiſh T (Rsſſaw-like ) had leapt into't: 

Thus, golden Oare (like th Wiſeman's Chymick ſtone) 
Mixt with my common Sand, had made Hs one - 

Then (whil't below Pikes dragging were, Guns dumb , 
With Flags as diſmal as their Kettle Drum,) 

How boldly I ſhould have had fir'd my paſs 

'Twixt Nol and th' Prince of Air to happineſs ? 


Compendious diſcipline to worth , wee've ſeen 

In Him more muſt'red than the World again : 

He was our Health, to Him our Lives we owes 

Since Fate quell'd Him, We do deſire to bow: 

Oh quick ſome Knife! T'le to his Grave and trye 

My transfus'd blood; if that ſerve not, I'le die: 

Or bring my Ganſa's , Ile to th' Moon; from thence 
To Him in th' Orb Emperial Vle advance : 

Theſe if deny'd , T'le Lars invoke, who ſhall , 

With all the Law of Arms , revenge his Fall. 


Ye Deſtinies, now cut your own threads, dare 


Yeletmelive and ſtrike an Officer ? 


He who before till (like the Gorgoy's head) 
Though's Foes not Stone he made, he made as dead: 
Bafe coward 4tropos , me thinks I ſee 

Thee pale, and proud , yet bluſh at ViRory - 

As if ſome mighty Conqueſt thou had'ſt won , 
But that again thou cam'ſt not fairly on: 

Can MONCK and trueſt Yalour fail, can He 
Be vanquiſh'd by a poor Azatomy 2 

Ha ! thenT fear our Arms muſt toolye dead, 

Nor do I wonder fince they've loſt their Head - 
Who having firſt his King ſet on his Throne , 
Took now ( too ſoon ) poſſeſſion of his Own, 


Therwbon go Freeman, 
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